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haps, marks the nadir of Poe's descent into the prosaic, tasteless, and absurd:—
"And thus they said I plighted
An irrevocable vow, And my friends are all delighted That I his love have requited, And my mind is much benighted
If I am not happy now."
It is hardly necessary to add that the maturer judgment of the poet canceled these lines, nor would it be useful to revive their memory were it not to give, by a striking example, an impression once for all of the real worthlessness of much of Poe's early work. Of his old poems he reprinted in the " Messenger," in forms more or less revised, "Irene," "A Psean," "The Valley Ms," "To Helen," "To Science," "Israfel," "The City of Sin," from the New York volume, and "The Coliseum," a fragment of "Politian," from the Baltimore " Saturday Visiter."
The paucity of Poe's poetic productions while editing the " Messenger " may be laid partly to his lack of leisure. Indeed, he never wrote poetry except in seasons of solitary musing. Now he was largely employed in the correspondence and routine business of the office, or in simply furnishing copy, or attracting public interest by attention to the topics of the hour. The most noted article of this transitory nature was that in which he demonstrated that Maelzel's Chess Player must be operated by human agency, and solved the methodsns, and the first three are entitled respectively To F-----, To One in Paradise, and to To F-----s
